about to fire a. second round of grape, me troop
then worked round to the right, -where they ; jilted
hand? ^vith Aitken et the Terhi Kcthi and pe:;e:rated
the next pilacr. the Farhat 3akhsh. or Ferret 3-:x as
it wa< afterwards knwn.
Harry Metcalfe wenr out vrith Lcwe's s;rt:e,
accompanied by the lad Sym>. who had lost S3 many
of his people at Cawapore. After they had jeer: :*ut
f jr some time Metcalfe missed :ris friend and v/as
told that he had rushed into one of the neighbouririg
houses. Tiiinkiria: it strange that lie had not come
zz                       _
out a^ain. Metcalfe went across to see what he was
doing. He heard a scufcle inside, and. rusiiing in*
found the lad struggling v^iih a huge sepoy, who
had gripped hi? musket and was cutting at him with
his curved <word; Metcaife was just in time to save
him. Syms said: 'Oh. Harry, Fin a brute.'
"How's that. Jack?' asked Metcalfe.
'Oh. I said when I came out I would spare no one,
and I nred at a young woman, and I'm afraid I
killed her; and by so doing I've placed inyseif on a
par with ihe Rebels.'
Metcalfe asked to see ihe body3 and tried to cheer
his friend by suggesting that the woman was not
really dead. He was right, for they soon found that
she had :>iily f dinted. Syzns was overjoyed. They
took her into the entrenchment, where her wound
was dressed before she was sent about her business.
Soon after this Syms was blown up by an accidental
explosion and died in agony the same night, leaving
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